enemies of the holy Church that have sought to put a stain on
her by discrediting the late wonderful manifestations at Knock
Chapel. If they come to Four Mile Water, they need cross-
examine no one. They will be asked to believe nothing but their
own senses.
" 'Awaiting your Eminence's counsel to guide me further in
the matter,	" <I am, etc.'"
"Well, Zeno," said my uncle: "what do you think of Father
Hickey now?"
"Uncle: do not ask me. Beneath this roof I desire to believe
everything. The Reverend Hickey has appealed strongly to my
love of legend. Let us admire the poetry of his narrative, and
ignore the balance of probability between a Christian priest tell-
ing a lie on his oath and a graveyard swimming across a river
in the middle of die night and forgetting to return."
"Tom Hickey is not telling a lie, sir. You may take my word
for that. But he may be mistaken."
"Such a mistake amounts to insanity. It is true that I myself,
awaking suddenly in the depth of night, have found myself con-
vinced that the position of my bed had been reversed. But on
opening my eyes the illusion ceased. I fear Mr Hickey is mad.
Your best course is this. Send down to Four Mile Water a per-
fectly sane investigator; an acute observer; one whose perceptive
faculties, at once healthy and subtle, are absolutely unclouded
by religious prejudice. In a word, send me. I will report to you
lie true state of affairs in a few days; and you can then make
arrangements for transferring Hickey from the altar to the
asylum."
"Yes, I had intended to send you. You are wonderfully sharp;
and you would make a capital detective if you could only keep
your mind to one point. But your chief qualification for this
business is that you are too crazy to excite the suspicion of those
whom you may have to watch. For the affair may be a trick. If
so, I hope and believe that Hickey has no hand in it. Still, it is
my duty to take every precaution."
112

